CHAPTER XIII
AECHIBALD woke next morning to find that the day
of rest he had promised himself was not yet Sum-
moned early, he went to the bedroom and found his
master squatting on his native string bed arrayed in
black silk Chinese sleeping trousers and a muslin
dressing-jacket. A cup of Mocha coffee and a Java
cigarette lay on a small carved table by the bedside
untouched.
The Chief of the Secret Police looked tired and a
shade melancholy; but the great brain behind those
small black eyes was in good working order, and the
number of jobs Archibald was given to do before
breakfast proved to him once again what a marvellous
organizer he had for a master.
The work, however, promised to set a final seal on
their mutual glory. Archibald did not spare himself
that morning. Through the dark gloomy house he
buzzed to and fro, busy as a blue-bottle fly. By
breakfast time he had succeeded in rousing the Chinese
servants to such a pitch of irritation that they pounced
on him in a body and turned him out of the kitchen,
whither he had come to demand on behalf of his
master further news of how the shark's fin cutlets
were progressing*
It was irritating that a confidential clerk should be
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